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THE ALDINE. 
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for the adornment of the park. It will be one of the 
best legacies of the Centennial Exposition, if Memorial 
Hall can be left as a permanent gallery under the care 
of this admirable association. . The School of Design 
for Women is accomplishing much in promoting the 
best interests of art education, and has the promise of 
great future usefulness. There are other institutions 
that ought to be mentioned, but I can not undertake 
at once to enumerate them all. Neither can I prop- 
erly refrain from saying, in conclusion, that the circu- 
lation of The Aldine is having a noticeable effect in 
cultivating correct taste, and affording those who care 
to learn, an opportunity to become acquainted with 
the works of the masters in art, reproduced in a man- 
ner worthy of the originals. — John V. Sears. 



THE FROLIC OF THE SNOW. 



A NEW ENGLAND PICTURE. 



THE SNOW-FALL. 

Silently, swiftly down it fell, 

Covering the bare fields over ; 
Guarding so tenderly and well, 

The hiding of grass and clover. 

It hovered where the old elms stood. 
Penciled clear in lines of beauty ; 

It crowned each twig with a feath'ry hood — 
Artistic fulfillment of duty. 

Over the rest of sainted bands 
It spread a countei-pane pearly ; 

Firs and spruces wave ghostly hands 
In the morning gray and early. 

In the clear sunrise the forest seems 

A cathedral grand, uplifted, 
As through its corridors golden beams 

From its towers are flashed and sifted. 

The hill-tops, clothed with new robes white, 
Their heads to the sky upraising, 

With the valleys at their feet unite 
In a silent chorus of praising. 

So clean and pure, so saintly fair, 
Is earth in her white, white wrapping. 

Can eager life, with its stain and care, 
Be just for a season napping ? 



notes of preparation. 
Hark ! what sounds greet the list'ning ear ? 

Neighbor calling out to neighbor : 
The busy life all again astir : 

Man going forth' to his labor. 

The white-homed oxen toss their heads. 
As they plow out the drifted highways ; 

Ruddy-faced urchins fling and toss 
The crystals about in the by-ways. 

The jingling sleigh-bells' merry chime, 

On the crisp, keen air outringing. 
Whisks to a bound the youthful pulse, 

The hours with joyfulness winging ! 

" I move for a ride ! " cries Paul iMcKay, 

Flinging balls to regions upper ; 
" A glorious ride with the girls, I say, 

And a right-down royal supper ! " 

" Seconded ! carried ! unanimous vote ! " 
Cries his friend, old Judge Gray's Harry : 

" We'll ask all the neighborhood boys to join : 
But, McKay, what girl will you carry? " 

Paul glanced, half askance, at his querying friend, 
Then spoke in a low voice, slyly, 
" You're all settled, yourself, of course, old Hal? 
You'll take little Anna Smiley ? " 

" All settled ? Why yes, of course, friend Paul, 
Don't mate me ofi'in a hurry ! 
I see your drift — two words for yourself! 
Queen Mabel is yours — don't worry ! " 

" Many thanks ! " said Paul, with an inward sigh, 

" And yours is the sweet May-flower ! " 
" A star for him — a bloom for me," 

Laughed Hal, " Oh ! generous dower ! " 



THE ride by moonlight. 

The sun with royal grace withdrew 
Behind an amber-hued curtain. 

Just backward flinging a golden glow. 
Making glorious nightfall certain ! 



Old Boreas piped in all his winds, 

E'en the pufly little breezes. 
And marshaled them off to northern caves. 

Where he ever roars and wheezes ! 

The big round moon rolled up the sky, 
Where the stars, in Asian .'iplendor. 

Through the clear ether brightly gazed 
With a yearning light and tender. 

A perfect, grand, New England night ! 

All the land a crystal palace ! 
Beauty poured out broadcast, everywhere. 

From an overflowing chalice. 

All the horses in the town are out, 

Of every shade of mettle, 
Prancing, pawing, rushing about the streets. 

Preliminaries to settle. 

" You may conjugate the verb ' to love,' 
In all of its moods and tenses," 
Says the Judge to his wife, " but snow's the beat, 
For driving boys from their senses ! " 

In every house is a pleasant stir, 

Wrapping up, all making ready ; 
The tripping about of youthful feet ; 

Calm movements of matrons steady ! 

Each sleigh is packed with soapstones hot. 

And piled with buffaloes shaggy ; 
This one swift drawn by a sleek, smooth steed, 

And that, by a farm-horse scraggy ! 

The Town House Square is the rendezvous. 
And thither they all prance gayly. 
" Oh ! my stars ! " little Jessie Greenough lisps, 
" Who's with Dick, but Prudence Bailey ! " 

The roll is called, and responded to 
With keen words and ringing laughter ; 

The teams dash off at a headlong speed. 
As if the Old Nick was after ! 

Into line at length they settle down, 
Speed alone giving right to places : — 

A panorama of youthful forms. 
And of rosy, love-lit faces. 

Magnificent steeds are old Judge Grey's, 
Striking out in a princely manner ; 

And, on the cushions by Harry's side 
Blooms the sweet May-blossom, Anna ! 

On they speed — Hal Grey at the very head ; 

Glancing round, now and then, but shyly, 
To the seat at the rear, where Paul McKay 

Sits close beside Mabel Smiley ! 

They say Cupid's blind, the sly young rogue, 

And shooteth at random merely : 
He's no respecter of persons, sure, 

And twists things about, right queerly ! 

A game of criss-cross, now, he plays. 

Here and there his arrows flitting. 
From where Queen Mabel by Paul McKay, 

And Anna by Harry is sitting. 

The music of glad, young voices, far 

In laughter and song, commingles 
With cling, clang, clong, of old farm bells. 

And the new strings' silv'ry jingles. 

On, on they dash o'er the open glade. 
Where the moonbeams flash and glisten ! 

Creep, slowly creep, through the solemn shade : 
The pines stop whispering to listen — 

To listen to such sweet stories, told, 
In the main by heart-beats and glances ; 

An exclamation-point now and then. 
Such as every love-tale enhances ! 



THE AMBROSIAL SUPPER. 
To the hotel door they grandly sweep. 

Overflowing with youth and pleasure. 
The air maddens heads like new-pressed wine ; 

And they've drunk, in fullest measure ! 

The enchanted feast that follows on. 
Baffles all the painting of fiction : 

Were ever breathed such loyal toasts 
With such eloquent grace of diction ? 

Yel, save in those memories, gay and young. 

They can be repeated — never ! 
The sparkling bead on amber wine. 

In uncorking, flees forever ! 



THE TIP-OVER. 

Then the homeward drive, subduing, sweet. 
With the full moon thrilling and calming ; 

The ghost of day seems to linger still 
In a purer and fairer embalming. 

On they slip. Now, a song is rippling forth. 

And now some mirth-stirring sally ! 
What's this? Ah, Harry Grey's flying sleigh 

Upset in a rough-drifted valley ! 

Hal is nicely tossed and tumbled about. 
To his plunging steeds still clinging : 
" Oh ! Harry, Harry ! " Queen Mabel screams. 
Her voice, in its terror, sharp ringing. 

Hal hears the scream — his heart gives a bound ; 

In a moment his team is righted ; 
And back he flies to where Mabel stands. 

All trembling, pale and affrighted. 

He holds her hand with an eager grasp. 
His eyes full of love's revealing, 
" They've left us out in the cold," he laughs. 
Looking down where Paul is kneeling. 

He's drawn Anna forth from the heap of robes. 
And seated her there on a cushion, 
" She bears it quite well, I think," says Hal, 
" And seems to enjoy the position ! " 

When the party at length moves on again, 

Cupid plays no criss-cross slyly ; 
For Mabel is tucked beside Hal Grey, 

And Paul with .sweet Anna Smiley ! 

Oft dangers, fancied or real, will right 

A most dismal and cruel blunder ; 
But how Paul and Harry their sweethearts swapped. 

Was more than a nine days' wonder. 

" You may conjugate the verb 'to love^' 
In all of its moods and tenses," 
Says his wife to the Judge, " but snow's the beat 
For bringing girls to their senses ! " 

Then, ho ! for New England's winter time ! 

And, ho ! for the merry bells jingling ! 
The cling, clang, clong, and the silv'ry chime 

Of happy young voices commingling ! 

- F. A. Blaisdell. 



PICTURESQUE EUROPE. 



Neumuehlen, on the River Elbe. 

Few more pleasing pictures are to be found, in a 
long search, than that with which the distinguished 
marine painter, E. Oesterley, Jr., supplies us, in the 
view of Neumuehlen, lying on the river Elbe, not far 
from Altona, and only a short distance from the great 
German sea-port of Hamburg. Though by no means 
numerous as to inhabitants, Neumuehlen (in English, 
"New Mills") is one of the most beautiful spots on 
that celebrated river, has many of the handsome resi- 
dences of the Hamburghers who wish to find rurality 
without going far from their business-centre, and in 
the summer is one of the favorite bathing-places of 
that whole section of North Germany (as the wheeled 
bathing-machines, in the picture, give abundant evi- 
dence). An exceedingly fine glimpse is this of the 
wooded heights of the Elbe, with the rural hamlet 
and some of the mills proper for the name, in the 
foreground ; the boats and beach-loitering of the sum- 
mer so well displayed, yet nearer to the spectator ; and 
in the distance the shipping of the port of Altona 
filling up the background, and blending the rural and 
the practical as they are not often blended in art, but 
as they very often come into juxtaposition in the real 
world of strange blendings and equally odd opposites. 
Decidedly, the Hamburghers and Altonians have a 
very pretty little "Staten Island," with a dash of the 
"Coney Island" to give it a flavor, in Neumuehlen ; 
and decidedly this noble representation does the 
theme full justice. 

Folding the Flock. 

We have heretofore given illustrations of the pictur- 
esque and interesting old city of Numberg, or Nurem- 
berg, as we know it. "Folding the Flock" repre- 
sents a scene in the vicinity of that ancient town, and 
gives a characteristic incident of the rural life of the 



